shape invites a different response upon the part of the spectator and actually stimulates different muscles of the eye and mind. One must view from some little distance, standing or sitting, the large vertical scrolls and look at them almost as if one were in the same landscape, only a little farther removed than the figures represented in them. The proper way to look at the horizontal scrolls is to sit at a desk or table and take part in the picture as one unrolls it from right to left, rolling forward or back at will, looking at just the expanse of the changing scene that one finds most pleasing. Unfortunately this practice is not possible in a museum gallery, and the spectator must work a little harder by moving himself instead of moving the picture and by bending his eye to the angle it would have if he were sitting at a table. For these pictures were painted. The painters who made these pictures worked with their eyes at just that distance from silk or paper, and if we are to see what a given painter saw we must adjust our vision to his. The third form of Sung landscape painting, the album
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The Pictures hanging on a wall, pictures to be unrolled upon a desk, albums with leaves to turn, three pleasant things; which pleases more or most is according to each one who looks, according to time and place and mood. Of the three, the album leaves are the most intimate, and as we look and wonder and imagine what this Sung school really was at its best, as we worry about dates and attributions, the heart of the secret and the answers are waiting in the album leaves.
There are myriads of album leaves in the Sung style; among them must be many that were painted during the Sung dynasty, some with correct signatures. Sooner or later we shall surely arrive at an agreement on some as actually Sung and on just who painted which. The It is true that the album leaves were easier to copy than the scrolls. Through the centuries almost any painter might try his hand at painting a Hsia Kuei or Ma Yuan (adding the signature for full measure), some of them succeeding so well that even in our day an album leaf by Prince P'u Ju with the help of a little staining and sun rot might easily be collected by the unwary as a Ma Yuan. True enough, but equally true that among the myriads of extant album leaves many are actually Sung. View the activities of Ch'i Pai-shih, one of the greatest of contemporary painters ,whose shrimps please everybody so much that not only does he, at the age of ninety, repeat himself half a dozen times a day, but his contemporaries imitate, copy, and forge his paintings and even his signature until his shrimps seem to breed almost faster than real shrimps in the sea. If you stop to think of Sailboat in the Rain, by Hsia Kuei (active about 1180-1230). Sung monochrome school. In the Museum of Fine Arts, Boston the probable shrimp census or even of those shrimps which have been personally presented to you and devoured, you will probably be quite frightened by the number; indeed if you think of the number of shrimps too much you are likely to end up in a padded cell. Don't think of them too much; think of them just enough to see that if Ch'i Pai-shih can paint shrimps from morn till night it is quite possible that a Sung painter, having achieved an album leaf that pleased him, painted it more than once-perhaps a score of times-so that if we find twenty similar leaves all of the same subject, all attributed to the same master, all with the same signature, it is not to be insisted upon that one is the original, the other nineteen forgeries. It is quite possible that the same painter did all twenty of them himself.
It is in the album leaves-these agreeable rounds and squares, most commonly about ten inches across-that we arrive at the heart of Sung monochrome landscape painting and see and feel as clearly as if we ourselves lived in the twelfth century; the silk may have darkened a little with age but not enough to obscure our sight. When we look at the finest of these we are looking without a shadow of a doubt at Sung painting at its best.
The size of the album leaves is small, but they are not in any wise miniatures. One after another has the quiet splendor of scale which we find in the hanging scrolls. it lives a life of its own; and so valuable is it to us who sit in darkness, more helpless than a jellyfish without our senses to report and inform us, that we give it a good deal of latitude. Our eyes are our most exciting messengers. They are the most agile reporters in the history of mankind. In the present case the eye will report that the Sung album leaves are little only in the matter of inches. They are not small things; they are large things. The painters of the album leaves, perhaps unconsciously and perhaps without plan, hit upon a means of expression which holds good century after century. Photography is rather recent (the camera was not a nuisance in the Sung dynasty). Contemporary man with monkey eye looks at a small photograph of the Jungfrau and juggles it without much trouble into scale. But the Sung painters produced a form of painting which would reduce a mighty mountain into terms the eye could understand then and can understand now.
There never has been a more beautiful or noble school of landscape painting than that of the Sung monochromes. Just at that time, just at that moment, painters for a little space saw, not only saw but understood, not only understood but were able to set down by the simple means of ink on silk or paper for the eye to see and for the eye to inform the mind of simple and profound truths. Just at that moment these men clearly saw the law and the pattern of the world in all its inexorable majesty. They saw more: they saw and understood man in his relation to it. They saw it then, and their record is not lost. Museum of Fine Arts and in the Metropolitan -take the two-one example after another of the "lost" school of Southern Sung exists in such variety that we are able to see in brief dimension much if not all of its subject matter and the peak of its performance. Here we can see, caught in a small space, mountains rounded, mountains sharp, mountains in sunlight, mountains in mist, mountains in summer, in winter, spring, and fall. We can see the perfection of a particular tree, the rush of water in a stream, and, swirling in vapor, that strange and wonderful creature the Chinese dragon, which is the seed and the soul of mist and rain, of moving water, and also of the mind powerful and free. Lung t'iao T'ien Men, "the dragon leaps past Heaven's gate." The symbolism is explicit; the great carp, like a salmon vaulting the rapids, already shows dragon whiskers and passing the gate of Heaven becomes dragon at last, no longer bound to struggle against the rushing flood but free to move wherever water is in any form.
And in the album leaves the birds appear, numbers of them. We must not forget that while we speak of the major theme of the Sung monochrome school, landscape and man's relation to it, the Sung painters stopped to look at particular birds and flowers and painted them with the dignity usually given to portraits. When we attend the landscapes we scarcely find birds at all in the large hanging pictures and find them only as grace notes or indications of movement in the horizontal scrolls, but we occasionally find them in the album leaves. Suddenly in an album leaf where the to rock, the steam to water. The ceaseless play of water on the rock brings earth; lichens appear and, with increasing speed, plants, reptiles, birds, animals, and at long last man. And all of these, from the long-lived rock to shortlived man, at last return to the air from which they come. This is the never-ending cycle on our particular planet. It is governed by inexorable laws which we prying humans learn more and more about. Majestic and awful is this scheme, pitiless and proud.
Very lofty and beautiful, but not, alas, satisfactory (and what philosophy is?) for the teeming billions of human beings who struggle for existence and do not like to be told that they play any such humble role in the universe. 
